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Sam Sunday and 
the Strange Disappearance 
of Chester Cats 


eee Cats was missing. His mother was 
very upset. 

“Where can my Chester be?” she cried. “I 
miss him. Lolly and Polly miss him. Dicky and 
Ricky miss him. Terry, Merry and Melvin miss 
him. The house is empty without him!” 


She baked a salmon pie, and wrote CHESTER 
on the crust. Then she went to the window. 

“Yoo hoo!” she called. “Chester, come home 
for lunch! Your salmon pie is getting cold!” 


When Chester did not come, she decided to 
call the police. 

Officer Klink answered the phone. Mrs. Cats 
told him about Chester. 

“Don’t worry,” said Officer Klink. “We will 
put our best man on the case.” 


At one o’clock the doorbell rang. Mrs. Cats 
opened the door. 

“Good afternoon, ma’am. I am Sam Sunday. 
I am a detective.” 

“Come in, come in,” said Mrs. Cats. “Give me 
your raincoat and have a cup of tea.” 

“No thank you, ma’am,” said Sam. “I never 
drink on the job.” He opened a little black book 
and said, “Tell me, Mrs. Cats, when did you last 
see your son?” 

“Tust before breakfast,” she said. “I always say 
a growing child needs a good hot breakfast. I get 
up at six o’clock every morning...” 

“Just the facts, ma’am,” said Sam. 
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Mrs. Cats patted her apron. “Breakfast was on - 


the table,” she said. “I called Chester, but he 


didn’t answer.” 
“Why was that, ma’am?” asked Sam. 


“Because he was gone!” cried Mrs. Cats. She 


took out a handkerchief and blew her nose. 
‘There, there,” said Sam. “‘Don’t worry, 
ma’am. Big Sam is here to help you.” 
Mrs. Cats stopped crying. She took a sip of 
tea. 


“Does your son have any hobbies?” asked Sam. | 


“He reads,” said Mrs. Cats. “My Chester 
loves to read.” 


Sam nodded his head. He wrote in his book. — 


Then he pointed to a picture. “Is that your 
son?” he asked. 


“Yes,” said Mrs. Cats. “That is my son.” 

“What’s that in his left ear?” asked Sunday. 

“An earring,” she replied. 

“An earring?” said Sunday. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Cats. “One day, Chester read 
a story about a gypsy cat. That’s when he bought 
the earring. He wanted to be a gypsy, too.” 


“T see,” said Sam. “Is there anything else you 
can tell me about Chester?” 

“He loves fish,” said Mrs. Cats. All kinds of 
fish—sardines, salmon, codfish, tuna...” 

“That’s enough, ma’am. I get the picture.” 

“One more thing,” said Mrs. Cats. “Chester is 
crazy about animals—hamsters, rabbits, chickens, 
IICe ae 

“Enough!” said Sam. “I will find your son or 
my name is not Sam Sunday!” 


Sam got into his car. 

“If Chester is crazy about animals,” he said, “I 
know just the place to find him.” 

He drove to the zoo. 

“T am looking for a cat,” he told the zoo keeper. 

“We have a lot of cats,” said the zoo keeper. 

Sam Sunday shook his head. “He doesn’t have 
a mane or a tassle on his tail. He doesn’t have 
spots. He doesn’t have stripes either.” 

“What does he have?” asked the zoo keeper. 

“An earring,” said Sam. “He has an earring in 
his left ear.” 

“An earring?” said the zoo keeper. 

“You heard me,” said Sam. 

“Sorry,” said the zoo keeper. “Try another 
ZOO.” 

Sam drove away. “If Chester loves to read,” he 
said, “I know just the place to find him.” 


He drove to the library and parked his car. 
Then he went to find the librarian. 

A sign on the librarian’s desk said: TICKLE, 
ab dhs tA Bon 

“Good afternoon, ma’am,” said Sam. “Would 
you like a big tickle or a little tickle?” 

“Fresh!” snapped the librarian. She hit Sam 
with a book. “For your information,” she said, 
“that sign says Tickle comma Tillie. Tickle is my 
last name.” 

“A thousand pardons!” said Sam Sunday. “I am 
Sunday comma Sam and I’m looking for a cat.” 

“We have a lot of cats,” said Tillie. “We have 
The Cat in the Hat and The Three Little Kittens. 
We have Puss in Boots...” 

“Enough!” said Sam. “You don’t understand. 
I’m not looking for a book about cats. I’m 
looking for a cat who loves books.” 

“That’s different,” said the librarian. “What 
does this cat of yours look like?” 

“Gray coat. Yellow eyes. Gold earring in left 
ear,” said Sam. 

“Sorry,” said Tillie. “I have not seen your 
gypsy cat.” 
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Sam Sunday got back in his car. “Hmmm,” he 
said. “Tillie Tickle has given me a very good 
idea!” 

Sam drove past tall buildings. He drove past 
small buildings. He drove past farms and chick- 
ens and cows. At last, he came to a place where 
blue smoke curled up from a green wood. 


“Where there’s smoke, there’s fire,” said Sam. 
He parked his car and went into the woods. 

He walked and walked. After a while, he heard 
music and laughter. 

A band of gypsies was sitting around a camp- 
fire. A little gypsy sat with them. A golden 
earring dangled from the tip of his left ear! 

“Sorry to spoil the party, folks,’ said Sam. 
“This little gypsy is going home.” 

“Do not touch Carmello!” cried a beautiful 
gypsy. “Carmello is mine. He is my morning 
light! He is my evening star!” 

“This is no gypsy, ma’am,” said Sam. “This is 
Chester Cats. Coat, gray. Eyes, yellow. Gold 
earring in left ear.” 

“Dummy!” cried the beautiful gypsy. “Car- 
mello’s earring is in his right ear!” 

“Oops!” said Sam. “That’s a fact, ma’am.” 
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“IT will help you anyway,” said the beautiful 
SYPSY. 

She gazed into her crystal ball. 

“T see a little cat,” she said. “His coat is gray. 
His eyes are yellow. He is wearing an earring in 
his Jeft ear...” 

““That’s Chester, ma’am,” said Sam. 

“Shhhhh!” said the beautiful gypsy. “Do not 
interrupt! I see water. I see fish. Sardines, 
salmon, codfish...” 

“That’s enough, ma’am,” said Sam. “I get the 
picture.” 

He thanked the beautiful gypsy. He shook 
hands with Carmello. “If Chester is with all 
those fish,” he said, “I know just the place to find 
him.” 


He drove past cows and chickens and farms. 
He drove past small buildings. He drove past tall 
buildings. At last he came to a sign that said: 


WELCOME TO THE AQUARIUM 


A crowd was watching the fish. At the edge of 
the crowd, stood a little cat. He had a gray coat 
and yellow eyes. 

“Chester Cats?” said Sam Sunday. 

The little cat turned around. A golden earring 
dangled from the tip of his left ear. 


“T am Chester Cats,” he said. 

“T’m taking you home,” said Sam Sunday. 
“Your mother is worried about you.” 

“My mother is always worriedabout me,” said 
Chester. “Why is she worried today?” 

“She doesn’t know where you are,” said Sam. 

“T know where I am,” said Chester. ““There’s 
nothing to worry about.” 

“She thinks you’re lost,” said Sam. 

“T’m not lost,” said Chester. “I’m right here, 
in the aquarium.” 

“Enough!” said Sam. “Get into the car!” 


When they got to Chester’s house, Mrs. Cats 
was at the door. So were Lolly, Polly, Dicky, 
Ricky, Terry, Merry and Melvin. 

Everyone was happy to see Chester. 


They hugged him and kissed him and kissed 
him and hugged him. 

“T wasn’t lost,” said Chester. 

Mrs. Cats hugged Sam Sunday. 


“Have a bite with us,” she said. “We’re having 
sardine stew and kidney pie, herring hash and 
codfish cakes, liver soup...” 

“Enough!” said Sam. “That’s nice of you, 
ma’am. I don’t mind if I do.” 

And he did. 
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